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If  there  had  been  any  doubt  in  my  mind  about  wanting  to  return  to 
England  ,  it  was  immediately  banished  then  for  I  knew  when  I  looked  across  the 
fields  or  peeped  over  the  walls  into  the  gardens  filled  with  lavender  that  I  must 
some  day  return  to  England  to  really  sit  down  and  absorb  the  joys  the  country 
life  there  affords.  Anne  Hatheway's  cottage  was  so  real,  so  like  the  pictures, 
that  she  seemed  to  greet  me  as  a  friend.  After  being 

'  shown  through  the  rooms  open  to  visitors  and  learning  that  descendants  of 
the  Hathaways  still  live  in  the  cottage,  I  asked  if  I  might  buy  some  poppy 
seed  from  the  garden.  It  was  disappointing  to  hear  the  real  mistress  of  the 
place  say  "There  isn't  any  more" .  I  told  her  I  had  to  have  some,  that  my 
soul  reason  for  visiting  at  Stratford  was  to  be  near  enough  to  walk  through 
Anne  Hathaway's  Garden  and  to  get  some  seed  from  the  famous  poppies  there. 

It  worked  like  a  charm  and  pulling  on  a  delightful  white  sunbonnet  she  said 
"Come  into  the  garden  and  see  if  we  can  find  any."  Needless  to  say  we  did  and 
it  was  doubly  interesting  to  see  her  gather  it. 

I  was  permitted  to  pick  .  lavender  there  and  was  given  hollyhock  seeds 
for  good  luck.  I  reluctantly  left  the  old  thatched  cottage  with  its  memory  of 
Shakespeare's  wooing  days  and  found  another  garden  in  the  village.  Two  little 
boys  there  quite  won  my  heart  and  I  was  shown  their  rabbits  and  presented  with 
sweet  peas  and  entertained  generally  by  the  two  and  refreshed  with  a  cool  drink 
by  their  demure  little  mother.  Back  to  the  "Red  House"  where  I  found  Mabel 
and  Miss  E-.  Oh  it  was  good  to  be  with  them  after  an  absence  of  three  days 
and  three  nights.  In  the  evening  we  saw  Shakespeare's  house,  "New  House", 

Marie  Correlli's  home  and  other  sights  and  then  slept  peacefully  until 

seven  o  'clock  this  morning.  After  a  cup  of  tea  at  quarter  to  eight  Miss  E  and 
I  hurried  to  Shakespeare's  church  where  we  sat  during  the  early  service  and 
communion.  We  both  wished  we  might  have  communed  for  the  service  was  so 
impressive  and  the  spirit  of  the  day  and  place  were  perfect.  Returning  to  the 
"Red  House"  we  had  our  "breakfast  proper"  and  then  were  driven  to  Warwick 
past  Chalcote  Park,  the  home  of  the  Lucys,  where  Shakesoeare  is  supposed  to 
have  stolen  the  deer.  We  saw  many  deer  there  and  the  gate,  the  lodge 

and  the  surroundings  were  just  as  I  had  hoped  they  would  be  about  the  home 
of  "gentry". 

At  Warwick  we  saw  the  Castle,  Westgate  and  Leicester  Hospital  and  at 
the  "Woolpack"  I  left  my  friends  and  journeyed  to  Liverpool  ,  in  whose  station 
(  not  station  house  )  I  am  at  present  sitting,  waiting  for  the  Scotland  train. 

I  made  several  friends  on  the  train  -  one  of  whom  presented  me  with  flowers 
and  another  gave  me  lots  of  information  about  Liverpool .  A  man  in  the  compartment 
heard  me  talking  and  he  asked  me  what  part  of  Pennsylvania  I  am  from  and  It  appears 
he  used  to  be  in  Pittston,  knows  Mr.  George  xMonies.  His  name  is  Holmes  and 
he  lives  in  Boston.  He  was  on  a  sad  errand  today,  hurrying  to  Bishop's 

Castle  in  answer  to  a  telegram  from  his  wife  telling  of  the  hopeless  illness  of  his 
little  girl.  They  are  all  here  for  the  summer  and  he  had  had  many  a  heartache  since 
leaving  London.  Seemed  good  to  hear  names  of  home  places  and  people. 


